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must be some flaw somewhere. As in the most
exemplary character there is some strange short-
coming so in this great model farm, where prodigal
Nature and human ingenuity had combined so well
and so cunningly to beguile a man into the arms of
beauty and luxury, indolence and ease, there was
yet unconsciously left something to remind him of
earthly toils and the chastening sorrows and sordid
realities of life. And that something, strange to
say, was the humanity working on the Farm. I have
seldom seen a more ill-kempt, ill-clothed, ill-fed set
of men than that I saw working in the fields at the
famous Farm! Most of them, I was told, belonged
to the class of casual labourers. That certainly ex-
plained the condition of the employee but did not
lessen the responsibility of their casual employer. It
seems strange that he who had brought all the powers
of his imagination and the resources of his wealth
to bring to the highest pitch of perfection the breed
of his animals, the quality of his vegetables, and the
beauty of his rolling plains, should have left as uncon-
sidered as uncared-for those things of nature made in
his own image! Strange, that objects which should
have gone to adorn his fields and forests and lent
finishing touches to this magnificent day-dream
of his, should remain only to be an eye-sore and a
blot on the fair face of nature! Oh, for the con-
tradictoriness of man and the vagaries of human
temperament! What philosopher can account for
them, what logician reason them out!

September was at the threshold and autumn had
already commenced to lay its fiery finger on the
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